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don't believe me Why, who'd know better than I, ma-dame, what's going on?" Mrs. Kociol appealed to me
Indeed, one could see in the agitated and bewildered faces surrounding us that few could bring themselves to believe that tomorrow we would all be free again. After five years of German occupation, people could not quite imagine that there would be no more gallows in the streets, that execution squads would stop killing hostages and that from now on tie nights would be peaceful
"Didn't I have stacks and stacks of linen and sheets and towels and pillowcases in my laundry for the past two weeks?" Mrs. Kociol went on "Didn't I send them on to the hospitals? Why, even Mrs Solomon, you know the one whose two sons had been shot on Skarszewska Street, she gave me twelve sheets, and she's not what you'd call a giving woman. Twelve sheets she gave me for the hospital, and pure linen they were, too. Do you know what linen sheets are? Wounds heal better on a linen sheet. Cover a man with a pure linen sheet and he won't lose half the blood he would otherwise I have been telling you, people, you won't see any more Germans in Warsaw And that's the truth. You tell them," she turned to me belligerently.
"It's true," I said "This is the day we Lave been waiting for so long The Home Army is rising in Warsaw to fight for the freedom of Poland, for your freedom. You can all help "
Mrs. Kociol nodded her head approvingly.
"What can we do?" wailed Mrs. Sucieclca.
"Those of you who can leave your homes and work to help the Home Army, please report tomorrow at the Red Cross station, 27 Topiel Street Come to me and 111 give you work."
A young woman shook her head slowly, thinking ItarA
"Yendrek is with you, too, I guess," she said. "He told me this morning he had to go to the factory. Took a scoafl